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NAPOLEON,

A LITERARY AND ICONOGRAPHIC HIS-
TORY.

FE OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. By Will-
tam Milligan Sloane, Ph, I, L. H. D, Professor
of History In Princeton University, Volume L
Follo, pp.” xvl, 28, The Century Co.

This 1s the first of four stately volumes, ard It
earries the narrative of Napoleon's career only
80 far as 1707 and the Venetlan campalgn. The
period embraced is of the highest interest, com=
prehending as It doea the picturesque early man-
hood of Bonaparte and his dazzling exploits in
Ttaly, but it leaves Professor Sloane not more
than launched upon his theme. Pending the
complete publication in these v dumes of the pa-
pers which have been running in “The Century
Magazine” for two years or more, this initial In-
stalment tacitly advises suspension of judgment
upon the history as a whole. At the same time It
shows clearly the conception which Professor
Bloane holds of his subject, it fllustrates his
method of developing a theme ag complex as It 18
absorbing, and finally it throws a flood of light
upon a certain salient polnt in the modern writ-
ing of history. Addressing the multitudinous
publie of a great magazine, this writer frankly
adopted a method of presenting the materials of
history which differs much from ihose familiar
to the austers prime of his Muse. Once, as she
saw the writing of history, it was a matter of 1t
erary genius alone. Now literature and art gon
hand in hand, and deck her statue in colors as
new as they are abundant. Professor Slcane has
used his pen with ardor and with power, but he
would probably be among the first to admit that
he owes much of his effect to the fllustrative
corpa which has eollaborated with him on nearly
every page. Skilled draughtsmen have essayed
to enrich his text with reconstructions of the
past. Erudite collectors have ransacked old gal-
leries and portfolios for contemporary records of
the Napoleonlc era, The result Is a novel cone
tribution to historical literature.

1.

A good life of Napoleon In Enrglish has been
needed. It might even be gald that a good life in
Freneh is still to be written, but that would hard-
ly be exact. Lanfrey ls valuable; so is Thiers,
and to any one who can make the proper deduc-
tions and additions in a perusal of these authors,

“to any one who can check the memolrists with a
good memory and a better temper, there exists
in French literature a sufficient biography. On
the other hand, there is nowhere extant a work
comprehensive in seope and popular in style,
calculated to give the general reader just what
he wants. Professor Sloane seems to have sup-
plied the omission. He is generally free from
rhetorical digressions, and is, In fact, positively
anxious to tell kis story In the plainest, most
common-sense way. He has read widely in hia
field, and has co-ordinated the results of his re-
search in a flexible, lucid manner. He avolds, In
the main, the payment of that tribute to the
philosophy of history which he would doubtless
have rejoiced to pay had his scheme permitted it.

The state of European volitics and diplomacy Is
consatantly in his mind, and he lets fall such ob-
servationa from time to time as are needed to
keep the unfolding of Napoleon's career compre-
hensible as an element In the history of natione.
Nevertheless, he takes no liberties with his audi-
ence, which may be supposed to have more In-
tereat In Napoleon than in any of his antagonists,
more Interest in France than in any of her neigh-
bors, and the speculations or hypotheses without
which most history {s regarded as fncomplete are
reduced to a minimum. To a certain extent, it
must be admitted, this impression I8 likely to be
derived from Professor Sloane's first volume be-
cauge of circumstances with which he has had
nothing to do. Cpectacular as the events were
in the brief period covered by the hook, they
were not of such far-reaching significance as
those belonging to later years. At the same time
the pages are curiously barren of strong original
thought, of acute Interpretation. The reader
craves involuntarily a deeper Insight into indl-
¥idual character, besides a more Imperious grasp
upon the general movement of things. The
pubject Is epical. Even & matter-of-fa‘t narrator
might be expected to catch Its epleal note. Pro-
fessor Sloane fails to do this, and .hrows the
reader back upon a sober respect for the smooth-
. pees and practical value of his text.

In nothing s this work more practical than in
fts sane refusal to take sides, The great diffi-
culty with Napoleonlc literature Is that it is
either bitter with hatrea or maudlin with head-
long adoration. How judiclous Professor Sloane
has been may be surmised from the fact that it
does not often occur to his reader to trouble
himself about whether the text Is anlmated by
a feellng for or against its subject. Honesty 80
gtransparent that one takes it as a matter of
course is honesty indeed. The aloofness of our
sauthor is not pedantic, either. He s lmpartlal
because he cannot help himself. This, added to
the unpretentious nature of his style, assures
us of at least one preclous thing—his portralt of
Napoleon is as clear in outline as though drawn
in black upon a white canvas. It Is clear and
ft is convincing. Napoleon Is revealed as lean
of habit and casuistical ef mind, a masterful
character fermenting through a youth In which
the absence of wholesoms Influences left sundry
rapk weeds of disposition to grow and fester.
We do not think there is anything unjust in such
a vilew of Napoleon as this. The time has gone
by when the man can be regarded as fmpeccable
because the soldier was unique. It Is not neces-
gary to belleve all the scurrilous stories in Bar-
ras to get a true insight Into the shadowy side
of his friend's fevered life. It was fevered from
the start, Professor Sloane clearly points out,
and not so much fevered as dellberately check-
ered by moves made according as expediency
demanded them. There was nelther principle
fior broad philosophy In Bonaparte. “His moral
gense, having never been developed by educa-

'{lon, and, worse than that, having been be-
fogged by the extreme ibility of R u
and by the chaos of the times which that prophet
had brought to pass, was practically lacking.”
It was replaced by a powerful Intellectuality,
one of the most powerful In anclent or modern
{imes, and it is readily percelved that with noth-
fng but Intellectual genius to guide him to the
fulfiiment of a devouring ambition, Napoleon
yas incapable of fixing at any time upon the

_immovable rock of a moral insplration. He
“moved through life “with the careleasness of an
sdventurer and the effrontery of a gambler,”
but Professor Sloane lays his finger upon the
distinguishing trait in this audaclous and even
reckiess player, who pitted himself agalnst the
m with no fears of the result, when he ob-
serves that Bonaparte always stood at the part-

- Ing of the ways, leaving to other men the Impul-
sive onslaught, while he coolly made up his mind

" #s to which path would prove the more profit-
able to follow,

1L

. Mt is a crafty fgure which looms through these
,-Pages, a figure sallow and acldulated In ap-
- pearance, quivering almost Imperceptibly and
. ¥ot incessantly with the rage of an overmaster-
4 ing passion, the passion to rule. Napoleéon suf-
fered. much in his early years. His family was
never a source of untroubled joy to him, mone-
tary annoyances fixed themselves upon him, and
‘made fewer friends than might have been

3 of the man who was later to com-
‘mand such wholesale devotion. Over and over
“again his plans for advancement were defeated,
‘and though he rose rapidly after his firat pro-
10t! and after the Itallan campalgn had
! France a taste of his quality, prosperous
z_m always just ahead of him. He
& hard worker and studled his books with

& ,;m' of the same Intense feeling that ani-
: ed him through his combats among his

PTLLPeTY (Ve

at Brienne and Paris., The Inter-,
‘Prefpaady Mn- §been-sald, TREL they would have delightedly

eates his hero, {s the monner in which the latter | adopted his methods. Untll that time they

developed his spiritual tortuosity side by side
with his cleverpess as a man of actlon.
was fitted to deal with men in the bulk, to hurl
companies of them llke so many bullets against
a glven point; he had the gift for handling them
In the field, which is one of the obviously pre-
eminent gifts of a great general; but he had also

the gifts which qualified him to fight his batties |
to the last and most complex situation within |

the chambers of his brain. His mind acted with
a peculiar slnuosity, It wound ftself around a
question with an almost uncanny subtlety, an
&lmoat bloodless Indifference to the merits of this
cause or that, and a calm absorption in the ob-
ject to be gained by the playing of one force
against another. Look at that from one point

{ of view and It appears no more than the

gift of any great nature which might also be
noble. But Professor Sloane reverts to the less
engaging slde of the question when he says:
“No one had ever understood better than na-
parte the possibilities of poiltical influence Ina
military carcer. Not only could he bend the
bow of Achilles, but he always had an exira
string.” There you have the Janus to whom
allusion has already been made, o man from
whom high singlenesa of alm was never to he
expected, It s on this note that Professor
Sloane terminates his first volume, leaving Na-
poleon In his court at Montehello and foreshad-
owing in that decorative Interlude between more
martial episodes the regal and then imperial
splendors which were soon to follow. It Is a
strange personality, and yet If we owe Professor
Sloane anything we owe him a refreshing sense
of human tangibility about his hero, The style
of this “Life" is measured and stralghtforward,
as has already Leen Indicated. It keeps Na-
poleon well In slght as & man and never re-
moves him away into that theatrical atmosphere

_which has so often defeated the purpose of his-

torians. They have tried to work backward, and
to show that Napoleon's carcer was one homo-
geneous drama, ns herolcal and extraordinary at
the rige of the curtain as at its fall. As a mat-
ter of fact, the curtain did not rise until Toulon
and 1793, and busy as Napoleon was up to that
crucial time It is idle to see him as a dramatle fig-
ure in French politics and war until he actually
becomes one. Professor Sloane reallzes this, and
he writes throughout these earller chapters In
the veln of the following passage, bearing upon
Nopoleon's sojourn at Valence:

“During the first months of his garrison ser-
vice, Bonaparte, ag an apprentlce, saw arduous
service In matters of detail, but he threw off
entirely the darkness and reserve of his charac-
ter, taking a full draught from the brimming
cup of pleasure, On January 10, 1786, he was
finally recelved as leutenant. The novelty, the
absence of restraint, the comparative emancipa-
tlon from the arrogance and slights to which he
had hitherto been subject, good news from the
tamily In Corslea . . . all thess elements combined
to intoxicate for a time the boy of sixteen. The
strongest will cannot forever repress the ex-
uberance of budding manhood, There were balls,
and with them the first experience of gallantry.
The young cfiicer even took dancing lessona
Moreover, In the drawlng-rooms of the Ablbe
Eaint-Ruff and his friends, for the flrst time he
saw the manners and heard the talk of refined
soclety—provinelal, to be sure, but excellent.”

11T,

This passage brings us to the interesting ques-
tlon to whieh reference was made at the oulset,
the question of producing history with almost as
much reliance upon pletures as upon prose.  Let
the reader consider carefully the detalls of the
passage quoted and the details of that full-page
drawing which Is supposed to be In harmony
with It, "Napoleon In Society at Valencs, 1755
This wonderful productlon showa a Parizlan
group where Professor Sloane meant It to be
provinclal, Nay, it Is nelther provinelal nor
Parisian, but such a rocoen and artificial knot of
figures as a clever artlat will fabricate out of a
plentiful supply of chle and a wardrobe of cios-
tumes Imitated from the last century, Worst of
all, the eager youth whom Professor Bloane in-
troduces is replaced In the Nustratlon by an
Image of wooden stiffness and absolutely no
faclial character. We canfot take the comforta-
ble view that no reader will be decelved by the
pleture, Experlence has shown for years that
the [Mlustrator has a tremendous hold upon his
publle, In fictlon it I8 admisaible, In historteal
works we belleve he ghould be restrained. Tt is
impossible to refuse admiration to the enterprise
and skill which have secured Professor Bloane
a pletorlal aceompaniment that Is often brilllant,
but one must acknowledge that much of the
brilllaney 18 of the most spoeclous kind, The
gorgeous reproductlons in colors of military
paintings once conspleuous In the Salon secm
frrelevant, and drawings like that melodramatlc
one which exhibits “Bonaparte Pawning His
Watch' strike the jJudicious eve as sentimental
to the polnt of sllliness, The principle underly-
Ing them all is partlally sound, but In the last
resort L gives us pause,

The inclsive sketches of Tacltus, the faclle and
discursive talk of Pausanias, anticipated the In-
stinct of the modern historlan to hold the read-
er through a vivid statement of what he has to
gay, through an appeal to the eye as well us to
the mind, and 1t is not improbable that the
anclent writers would have looked favorably
upon such alds to descriptive prose as Profeasor
Sloane has enjoyed. Fancy the great Athenlan
guldebook with pletures drawn on the spot un-
der the eye of {ts author! Pausanias would
have thought himself lucky. Herodotus would
have perhans ¢nvied the embelllshment which
the brush, the pencil, the camera and che print-
ing press can now give to Macaulay. Yet the
fact that the latter, one of the most popular
historians of the century, has not yet been pro-
duced In an adequately llustrated editlon, 1a it-
self & reminder of how recent an Invention Is
such an edition. How recent and how ambig-
uous! This tardy emplovment of art as the
handmaiden of historlcal lterature has been
due partly to the slow development of repro-
ductive processes. 8til! more has It been caused
by the persistence of a great literary tradition
beside which the method lllustrated by the pres-
ent work is observed to take a not altogether
commandirg position. No matter how personal,
how Intlmate, how conversational the historian
might be—and in the time of the Renalssance
especially the historians of Italy proved that
they could be minute to the polnt of garrulity—
there does not seem to have been any one until
the time of Carlyle who was willing to forget
that the historical gait was meant to be more
or less formal. With that formality there has
gone, naturally, the Indisposition to rely much,
if at all, upon the interpretative ministrations
of art, We do not ignore the woodcuts and en-
gravings upon metal which erept into many a
history written In the fifteenth, sixteenth wnd
immediately succeeding centuries. They were
sometimes elaborate, and we have seen many
a musty volume which was Interleaved with
quaint representations of citles and people. But
historical i{llustration in any sense of the term
that can commsend respect is & purely modern
affair. It Is not merely modern, it is a product
of yesterday, or, at furthest, of the day before,
Gibbon Is no lees remote from It than Pliny, and
when this Is sald it 1s not alone the practical
side of the question that Is touched upon, but
that temperamental gide to which allusion has
just been made, Men did not want (llustrations
quite as they want them r.ow, and if they wanted
them at all it was with an entirely different at-
titude toward them that they wrote their books.
Men like Villanl or Matarazzo or Froissart or
Holinshed would not have known how (o move
among such plctures as were got together for
the recent new edition of Green's “Short History
of the English People”; and coming to Professor
Bloane’s volumes they would have been puzzled
by his easy acceptancr of such a panorama run-
ning through his text Once they had made his
point of view their own, once the thing had
toyched their Imagination, it is probable, as has

He '

~would, perhaps, be not only surprised, but scep-
tical.

IV.

A book like this must inevitably divide men
Into two camps, one of them, and that, we have
no doubt, the larger, protesting that never be-
fore was the blography of a great goldier made
g0 concrete and convinelng. The other slile
| might retort that this “Life” is “scrappy” and
misleading. The pletures alm ahove atl things
at making the facts of the blography plainer,
but how far they are from doing this has been
shown above, The Valsnee drawing is typieal.
There are many fine portralts included, but they
are not more numerous than such absurdities as
the one just quoted, or that other entltled, “The
Infant Napoleon in the Room of His Birth.”
| This is a beautiful sketch in the effective style
| of Hustrative art, such a sketch as one would
like to find In a novel, such a gketch as might he
counted upon to start sentimental thoughts in
the mind of every one who surveyed the grace-
ful and fashionabl= mother seated by the cradle,
or guessed at what the haby might be like, In-
visible in the lat'er. The question ls, Have we
any place in our historiral imaginations for
the sentimental "fact” of this drawing? Can-
didly we think Professor Sloane Is hurt by
drawings of such character, and, while they
would seem trifling enough If they were few
in number and unimportant In ‘purpose, they
are really a serlous menace to his ultimate posl-
tlon as a historleal writer, unless an edition of
the “Life I8 hroaght out in two or three volumes
without a single plate In it from beginning to
end. Month after month in the magazine which
first brought forward this work he has accus-
tomed his publie to studying him as a kind of
lterary lecturer, with new plctures constantly
turning up on the screen. So interesting are
many of those pictures, so artistic are some of
the lenst useful of them, that It Is Incredible
that those readers have ell kept the balance
trne between the lecture and the sereen. It will
readily be secn that a disturbance of that bal-
ance means in some sort a frustration of the
purpose of the hook.

This may scem a rather ungraclous concluslon,
but It really springs from sympathy with the
alms of author and publishers. What they have
tried to do s obviously right, up to a certaln
point; but In the presence of such a drawing as
that to which reference has last been made the
most sympathetie eritie feels constralned to In-
gigt that the Umit of Hustrative art has heen
resched.  The student wants a hilstory of Na-
puleon, not a pleture hook. He s suspiclous of
a work whieh threatens to be the latter. If he
{& not suspleious It is a melancholy sign that he
s not quallfied to make the necessary reserva-
tions and that ke Is plling up misconceptions to
be some day regretted by the author . s much as
hirnself, The great lfe of Lincoln by Messrs,
Nieolay and Hay; the war papers published by
“The Century,” were perfect examples of what
the pen and the pencll could do In collaboration.
Iut these were historieal writings In the llustra-
tlon of swhich the artlst could rirely g0 wrong.
He had documents to base his drawings upon;
he had photographs and contemporary sketehes
hoyond counting; he could visit hundreds of the
seenes Involved, and find them practically un-
changed.  When only twenty-five or thirty years
have passed, Hterature and art ean core together
In the production of histories, and pever onee fall
But a hundred years aftor the event they
Crises, soencs. personalities,

out,
are bound to clash,
are all ta a great extent out of reach by that
time, Literature then ean do much te revive the
aspect of the past, and {t& appenls to the Imag-
Ination are legitimate

wrong way by so much az a hale's breadth It
runs the risk of Voinging the whole structur
toppling to the ground. We have named son
well-illurtrated higtories.  In fact, the Hlusteated
editlon of Green's “Short Higtory'” and the splen-
A1d volumes of the Lincoln “Life’ prove once for
all that good Nugtrated histories can be e
{llustrator may go too far and suggesta that
tematie, purely historfcal basis
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This s one of those little books that cast a
better light on a favorite author's idlosy nerasies
than could be obtalned from more pretentious
Dickens was deeply  Interested In
prison life, For example, as Mr., Trumble re-
marks, he began his first tour in the United
States by golng to Jall, and he went to jull
afterward whenever he found one that attracted
his particular attention. Yet he could hardiy
be ealled @ penologlst In the strict sense of the
term. He waos as bitter In his attacks on that
model institution, the Eastern State Penlten-
tlary of Pennsylvanis, as he was on Newgate
or the Fleet, Sclence approves separale vonfing-
ment with due eare: Dickens attacked it with
all the resources of hia brilllant and effusive
rhetarie,  Everybody doubtless remembers the
lonely “Dutehman’ In the “American Notes™;
how Industrious and artistle he was and how
torlorn, aMicted and distressed he seemed to
Dickens's imagination. Apparently, the novellst
wholly misunderstood the case. There was a
man who was never content outside of prison.
His erimes—never great ones—were committed
for the purpose of geiting Into jall, and hils Inst
responsible act was to beg a place Lo die In lwe-
hind the bars. Dickens himself dled worn out
before he was sixty. The “Dutchman™ llved to
be an octogenarian, Hls melancholy was not
agsumed; It was rart of his nature. Even
gelence itself |s bafled by such natures. But it
ls slowly approaching a solutlon of the prob-
lem, while Dickens would have left it In a mist
of tearful commiseration. Agalnst glaring
abuges the novellst waged successful war, but
these were things which everyindy saw, The
real dificulties of prison reform often cscaped
him.

His Interest In prisons began In personal ex-
perience, It war in the Marshalsea Prison that
he first developed that marvellous skill in obser-
vation which characterized him through life,
“David Copperfield” was confessedly in part an
autoblography. In that book the King's Bench
Prison was prominent. But the experlences of
Mr. Mlcawber and othera In that prison were
the counterpart of the clder Dickens's in the
Marshalsca. The novelist left descriptions of
both the reality and his hypothetieal case, and
they agree even to attractlve turns of phrase,
Indeed, they agree so well that over-ingenious
critles have been muddled by the comparison.
Mr. Trumbhle prints cognate passages from the
novel and from Dickens's narratlve In the
tlography by Foster, and these show not merely
what an eye Dickens had for external pecullari-
ties of people, but what a group of subjects he
had to study. He might have travelled far and
not found as good a training-school for his
fmagination as the Insolvent debtors’ prison.

The old London prisons nad much to do with
literature. "Freeborn” John Lilburne wrote some
of his pamphlets In the Fleet, and these rough
essays of his hold an Important place in the
constitutional history of both England and
America. The “Famillar Letters” of James
Howell, or some of them st least, were dated
from the Fleet. Smollett wrote “Sir Launcelot
Greaves” In the King's Bench Prison, and It was
there also that “Dr, Syntax” was written. De-
foe had occaslon to write In nearly all the great
prisons of London. Even Newgate, which au-
thors In general have escaped, opened for him
and his pen. But not one of all these contribu-
tors to English literature caught the air of the
prisons (n the time of Impressiopable youth as

IN

critlelsm,

Dickens did, and it is he who has made them

Art can do s great deal |
lees, and when It tonches the tmaginaiion in the |

Hut the present volume demonstrates that the could do anything with stuff Hke this

daw hilw peallatle way
the making of such historfes be put upon a s=ys- | i RNiR Ten el

A STUDY OF THOSE THAT FIGURE IN |

mmortal in sl the hatefulness of decay. Of |

those old prisons only Newgate Is left. Thelr
passing was an era In the history of the English
race, and the cra s that of Dickens. A man may
be forgotten, though he write a masterplece of
Nterature; but he will never he forgotten when
his writings are the only ones in which a fasci-
nating aspect of life in the past can be studied
in all its vivid reality. In connection with this
thought Mr. Trumble has a suggestion for an
American Dickens. He would like to see Lud-
low Street Jall celebrated as Dickens might have
celebrated it. But Ludlow Street Jall appears
to he a harmless anachronism compared with
those homes of squalor and curses, the Fleet
and the King's Bench, .

—
DELIGHTFUL TALK.

THE MEMORIES OF TWO AMERICAN
NOVELISTS.

IMPRESBIONS AND EXPERIENCES. By W. D,
Howells, Oetavo, pp, 31 Harper & Brothers.

CHAPTERS FROM A LIFE. By Ellzabeth Stuart
Phelps, Hlusteated. Octave, pp. 218, Houghton,
Miffiin & Co.

In a recent article Mr. Howells alluded to hls
oaplnlon, expressed long before, that the confldentlal
attlzwde of Thackeray was one of the latter's worst
defects: and he seemed to be unshoken in this view.
That he fecls ns he does on the subject §s Interest-
Ing us showing how curiously one man may regard
Thickersy, 1t is also seen to Imply a certaln gpirit
of self-snerifice when it 1s eonsldered In the lght of
Mr. HMowells's luteat volume. How ecan he have
such an objection to the confidentinl attlitude, the
reader of “Impressions and Experlences” s sure to
sk, when he Is plainly so fitted Lo pssume such nn
attitude himself, with the best of results? No douht
thors 1 a difference between egotlsm In fletion and
cgotlsm In essays, amd perhaps Mr. Howells ex-
eludes It from the ope and admits It to the other ng
a matter of prineiple; but surely I 1t I sdmirahle
at all It will touch the imagination ag legltimately
In one form of Mternture as in another. There 18
something almast exasperating in the recollection
of Mr. Howells's impessonallty ng a novellst when
the attraction of his personallty is reallzged In his
erenys, The delightful quality af the latter Inspires
the wish that he might refuse to write even o mas-
terploce of fetton just so that he might go on
writing essays to the end of the long 1fe which It
Is to be hoped may be hig

1ie accomplishes the thing which so muany writ-
ere of the day try to accomplish and fall to do—he
tukes up a subjoct not In jtself of profound or orlg-
Inal Import and contrives to FO eLWTOR it in the
playful, somethnes pensive, sometimes eritleal nnd
arways kindly, atmosphere of his mind, that bhefare
you know It yau sre fillsd with a sense of gladness
and would not have the talk stop if you could help
. It Ix esseniinlly talk, n fact which is the most
direct link between Mr. Howelle and the great ers
of the cssayists. It wonld be carrying admiration
ton far to say that he Is comparable to Lamb, for
example, there helng so many things In him which
would have made Elia uncomfortable, there being
so many things In Ella which Mr. Howrlis wonif
feel Wimself In duty bound to contemn. Yet the Hnk
between the two ls there, the ok of human gontle-
ness, That, after all, 15 at the bottom of what 8
best fn whibmateal  diterature,  The  perminent
witchery of Lamb springs quite as much from his
tenderness, his pure sentiment, his exquisite emo-
ton. @ from the quaintness of his Mdeas and the
felicity of his style. Mr. Howells hus nelther quaint-
ness nor the Herary quailty wnlch is correctly to
b deseribed ps fellelty, On the other hand, e has
& warmth of feellme which makes hls pauges glow i
1oguact, subtls way, They fuill of tesching.
: Mr. Howells does not pretend to pose with-
v teacher, e polnts his meoral rather
taclt disclosure all along of sympathy
best In life, of compassion for
The second paver in this book,

nre
1hn
in them
through the
for whatever |
whntever & sndilest
entitled “Pallve Heport,” deccribes the puthor's ex-
perlence I abe of those ehambers of justice in Hos-
ton where the most Inslgnlflcant and sordid of law-
hreslters ire tried. They hardly rise to the dignity
{ luw-breakers, They are merely the walfs and
wtrsys of a potleemfi'= day. shahby artisans who
Bove had a dron tao mue domestier whno
Lave had trouble with
Loanling-houses gver v
prresiile It peoms Inconceiviable that

. noley
e one Lt the thind-rate
i culinary Jdestinles thoy
Mr. Howells
But he docs
Io 4 great deal, and all the time that he s jotting
the absurd Hetle o
of this belef trial or that, he 18 unobtrusively w
nie in the render o gense of tha pity of 1t all; he is
showing us the degradation of the offenders against
truth widd law, not os a theatrienl exhibition solely,

of the clements In our sockal Hfe which must
ever touch us to the guick. One sees with im the
of the young thief, the passlonateiy bitter
the =oul so far down In the scale of

thut it no longer looks hopefitlly up to
se= piso the Inextingaishable fun
of even the stialdesy

Pt e
misery of
wrongdalng

Lvuven,

and one
whilch cvomes to the surface
rourt now |Ill*! then

The quality of the book It pot to shown
through quatation, The frst essay on "The Coun-
try Printer” will explain this 1t ts a chapter of
jotsings from memory, a pleture put together, as a
piece of mosale I8 put together, of the lttle news-
papir office tn Ohlo where the father 0of Mr. How-
ells exercised o benefleent sway over the simple
but sturdy minds of the farmers In the county, and
where the Inelplent novellst looked on at the week-
Iy evalution of the Journal, helped to make it and
taught nimself to read Spanlsh for the sake of
“Don Quixote” In the Intervals of his labor. What
ean we olte from this vesay? There I8 not a4 page
which we would triansfer to this place for s own
sake, But from firat to lnst there I8 a veln of
emotion running through the vivid pleture which
not only Keeps the lntter from belng commonplaee,
but nearly makea |t romantic. It does this, too,
without ever falllng into bathos; the manly accent
I elear and forelble throughout. Primarily we foel
thia to be the result of a deep love of the subjeet
In the heart ef the author. It springs also—and
here wi have perhaps the explanation of what s
most admirable in Mr. Howells as an essuyist—
from a deep sympnthy for character. None of tha
Ngures of his boyhood Is a lay fgure for him, He
remembers the living, persuasive tralts of those
among whom he worked and rewl, If there js a
moral to be derlved from ““The Country Printes™
for example, 1t I3 the same a8 that which you get
from the “Pallce Report™ ar “The Tribulatlons of a
Cheerful Giver,” the moral which makes for exeels
lenee of eharacter.  The charm of “The Country
Printer’ Is brocing because you foel snch a genuine
manhood to have been the birthelght of the types
It brings upon the scene Some of them, It s true,
were snd dogs, Dot the broad temper of the time
and ploee was distinetly above the average, To
remd the “Tmpresslons nnd Expertences” i to fecl o
constunt agreement with the author in his response
te uplifting  thoughts, his pltying und generous
sympathy for the grief In the world,

The value of Mrs. Phelps’s book of recollections
resdes In Its tolk, Like Mr. Howells, she s egotis.
tle with good taste, and the ancedotes ahe tells
owe o great deal to her way of telling them. She
tells ws, perbaps, o trifle more about her own
dolngs and her awn works than It Is wholly neces-
sary for us to know; but on the other hand she Is
never too much in evidence where her distinguished
friends are concerned and her sketches of Whittler,
Holmes, Longfellow and the rest are llloroughlg;
artless and In keeplng. 8he has some rather
Etrenuous pages. Living In Andover for so many
years she could not avold a close and almost tense
feellng for things of a religious nuture, Bhe de-
seribes with emotlon an eplsode In the life of Mrs.
Brtowe, who would appear to have saved an erring
friend from the bllght of ratlonallsm by purely
spiritual means, bringing through prayer the con-
version which written reasoning seemed powerless
to achieve. In the chapter on her life at (Houces-
ter, too, Mra. Phelps has much to say of such men
and women an Mr, Howells has brought upon the
sceng In his “Poallce Report.” But there are long
and serene accounts of her lterary friends, of
pocts lke Whittler, Miss Thaxter and Lucy Lar-
com, who could not have been merely “literary” If
they had tried, and It Is In these parts of her book
that she Is most readable, There I8 a characteris-
Ile mtory of Longfellow. He was reading aloud a
poem one day to an actress, apparently Mme,
Modjeska, whose eyes Mlled with tears as the read-
Ing proceeded. “1 whall never forget,” observes
Mre. Fhelps, “the tone and manner with which he
turned toward her. ‘Oh! he cried, ‘I meant to
give you happiness! And I have glven you paln,'
His accent on the word ‘pain’ was like the smart
of & wound.” Mrs. Phelps Is emphatle, us every
biographer of Longfellow has been, on this chival-
rous sensitiveness of his, "It was Inconcelvable
that he could, under any stress, slip Into rudeness
of view, or do the Incomplete thing.” In connection

| perus, )
| singularly enough never seen (I think he sald) be-

R
with his work there is this note: "“Mr, Longfellow

came but once to my nome on Gloucester Harbor;
but on that occasion 1 had the especlal pleasure of
pointing out to him the reef of ‘Norman's Woe;
which, though he had wrecked the schooner Hes-
and broken half our hearts upon it, he had

fore."
The sketeh of Whittier Is pecullarly complete,

showing him on more sides than one. There Is sad-
ness in It, of course, for Whittler's life held much
shadow, especially toward the end. Witness his re-
ply when asked how he spent the days through the
bleak winter at Danvers, late in his life. *'Oh/’
he sald patiently, 'I play with the dogs; or I go
out and see the horses. And then 1 talk to Phoebe,
And I go Into my study and sit awhlle.)' " More in
what it Implies than what It says this Is pathetle,
for it suggests the brave old man broken In health,
watching the dlsappearance of his friends, one by
one, and walting patiently himself to dle, But Mrs.
Phelps quotes him also in his most typlcal mood
and writing to a friend that he likes the wise Chi-
nese proverb, “You cannot prevent the birds of
sadness from fiylng over your head, but you maYy
prevent them from stopping to bulld their nests in
your halr.” The most amusing story about Whit-
tler 1= that one which also Includes Lucy Larcom
In the situatlon it describes. *A caller, one of ‘the
{nnumerable throng' that moves to the doors of the
distingulshed, there to Indulge the weak curiosity
of an Ignorance too pitiable to be angry with, malle
himself troublesome one day in the poet’'s home at
Amesbury. ‘I have come, sir!’ he sald pompously,
‘to tuke you by the hand. I have long wished to
know the author of “Hannah Binding Bhoes.” ' Now,
Luey Larcom happened to be sitting, in her serene
fashion, sllently by the window at that time; and
Mr. Whittier turned toward her with the courtly
bow fnto which the Quaker poet's simple manner
could bend so regally when he chose, ‘'l am happy,’
replied Mr, Whittler, waving his hand toward the
lady In the window, ‘to have the opportunity to
present thee to the author of that admirable poem
—Luey Larcom. "

Mra. Phelps and Mr. Howells provoke the same
reflection. When It is possible to write such pleas-
ant chupters of personal talk, to set forth such en-
gaging confilences, why write so much fiction?

et

THE SONG OF JEANNE DE FRANCE,

By Nora Hopper.
How slow, how slow the minutes pass,
What time I gaze across the leas,
And wateh the dew dry off the grass,
Helgho, Denlse!

8pring walks abroad In green and gold,
And flushes all the almond-trees,

Fart still my heart {= dark, and cold
An drnt{’;. Denlse!

My father rules a kingdom fair,

My mother smiles n sllken case:
I go 'n velvet and In valr

All day, Denlse!

In velvet and in valr T go,
But children never r*lmllp mi
And no kind lipa my pale lps
Helgho, Denise!

knees,
now,

Some day, some day I'll aunlr hear

My name cried dewn the llstening breezs,
And hear a volee more llef and dear

Thun yours, Denlse!

And, hearing, 1 shall riga and go
Ot from my prison, if God please:
Liko cottnge-girls, more glad, more low
Than [, Denlsel
Oh, surely I shall quit my throne
To meet my lover on the leas,
And If the name whereby he's known
Be Death—why, you may then make moan,
Not I, Denlsel
-

MIDNIGHT INVOCATION T0 TRE WIND.

By F. B. Money-Coutts,
Come forth from thine Acollan ecave!
Make plain the approaches of the day!
Then earthward let thy pinlons wave,
To winnow human dross away!

('ame forth, O Wind! Ver dale and down,
Arrors the broad, untalnted seas,

With gathered freshness fan the town,
That fuints with menifold disease!

Come forth! To make the hazes flea
From leaguersd souls; to sound thy horn
In Ingeard hearts; to set us frea
From petty love and petty scorn!

e
THE VEIL OF ISIS,
Hy Viector Plarr.

To 1ift her vell, whose brolderies
Are horned moons and lotuges,
None dare, though pricst and thurifer
Charm her with frankincense snd myrh,
And long-drawn mystle harmonles,
Of all mankind's divinities,
None secreter than this of his!
Hehold, “tis but to anger her
To 1t her vell.

Natheless, In ench man's time there Is

A Nfting of her vell: cach dies,

Ta dle, when all the hate and stie

Are o'er, to Be n slumberer,

To dream, perehance—oh, Is not this
To lift her vell?

e i

TRUST.

'y Lizctte Woodworth Reese.
T am Thy graso, O Lord!
I grow up sweet and tall
Hut for n day: beneath Thy sword
To I~ at evenfull

St have I not enough
In that brief day of mine?

The wind, the bees, the wholesome stuff
1" sun pours out llke wine.

Ttehold, this f= my crown,

Love will not let me be;

wove holils me here; love cuts me down;
sAnd It s well with me,

Love, love, keep It but so;
Thy purpose ls full plain:
1 din, that after I may grow
An tall, as aweet agaln,

.
SON(G,

iy Willam Theodore Peters.
“I've lost a little heart, sir,
I think 1 have:
I've lost o ll*tle heart,
Just near you™
“Why, I've foumnd and taken it
May I keep 1t?
Here's another heart, ma‘am,
Won't thut do?”

o —
KINSHIP,

By Madison Caweln,
I

There I« no flower of wood or lea,
No Aprll flower, as falr as she:
O white apemone, who hast
The wind's wild grace;
Know her a cousin of thy race,
Into whoee face
A presence llke the wind's hath passed.

IT.

Thers I8 no fNower of wood or lea,
No Mavtime flower, ag falr as she:
0 bluebell, tender with the blue
Of limpld skles,
Thy lineage hath kindred tles
In her, whoso eyes
The heav'ns’ own qualitles Imbue.

1L

There ls no flower of wood or lea,
No Juneday flower, as falr as ahe:
Rose,—odorgus with beauty of -
Life's first and best,—
Rehold thy sister here confeased!
Whoss mitlden brenst
Is fragrant with the dreams of love,

R O
COACHING.

By Arthur Grissom,

The musical trumpet's blast,—

The sound of Inuqhtor gay—
Then word to start |s passed,
And the tally-ho rolls away.

Out of the clty's street,

Far from the nolsy throng,
Into the country sweel,

It rumbles gayly along,

0:":1‘23 coolhrrnnh hlll‘ls. scd

mn wn rough the w F

Fragrant with daffodlls, e aslak
And vocal with call'ng qualls,

Happy each youthful face,
erry the mirthful wits,
And, 16! in the footman's place,
Trumpeter Cupld sits!

—,—
ON THE PRAIRIE.

By Herbert Bates.
Bare, low, lurnr hills,
With bluer heights beyond,
And the air ls sweet with spring,
But when will the earth respond?

Pralrle that rolls for leagues,
usky and golden-pale,
Like a stirless aea of waves,
Unbroken by ship or sail.

The hollows are dark
And black with the :sl; ‘.';?'.‘L”m' n
And raggd with bleaching wreck "
the ranks of the tall sunflowers,

No cloud In _the blue, no stir
Bave the shriil of the wind |

And the meadow-lnrk's note a';'.é'lif?.'xf‘
Of the wind-borne crows that pass.

+ Bare, low, ta
With blter ﬁyn'x':"ﬁé ond,
And the alr In sweet w{th airﬂn..
But when will the exrth respond?

for the victims aforesald! Hath not the u.h
of degeneracy ymmmmdm“ﬁ

mtad? But t Deod 10t be srpaunt the
? not be 2
dau will nbmlttuwbhnd'ﬂ?l?w“
awn degeneration. Houunmmtu":“
new book of his Is impending which will mase s
clety squirm in its place. Having tucked all the . '
erary men safely away iInto asylums op g
the phllanthrople doctor is turning his attention
the financlers. They are all outrageous, of
in his far-seeing eves. He has written
cilled “The Battle of the Drones.” The
finance has become a curso to modern
pears, and ths “drones” who make it
shown up,

This 1s beautiful, but why “drones”?
dau has made his observations chiefly
Bourse of Paris, but there is not so very
ference between that seat of enterprise
own Btock Exchange, and who ever heard
denizens of Wall Street being called drones
thing Is absurd, but probably Herr Nordau
make out a case. He has a way with him w|
comes to knotty problems. He will solve an
and no more hesitates to rush in where angels fegs
to tread than—one of his favorite “degenerates™
He Is prepared to be coplous, too, as coplous ag
ever, Work does not frighten him. He expresses g
great contempt for “overwork,” that bugbear of
the modern man., It all depends upon how you
equalize your strains, says the doctor,
tlously,

N ELH:
jigathed i

i

Joseph Jacobs first came into notice as am
editor of books of fairy tales, one who cared mory
for the folk-lore at the bottom of them than fop
anything else; himself of Bemitic origin, he hag
written learnedly about the Jewish race, and he
has lately followed up all this with some easaygy
on Matthew Arnold, George Eliot and other writerg
which show him to be a critic of considerably

Imaginative powers. He Is an example of what
hard working can do. When he was first heard of
It was In a very modest way, but lttle by little
the frults of hix scholarship have been recognized,
0 that now he Is counted one of the most
useful of English literary delvers and Interpreters
It should be added that some of the critics have
fallen foul of him for his recent edition of “The
Arablan Nights.” In that his scholarship went
wrong here and there, and he has had to pay the
penalty. But In the main his mistakes have beem -
few.

Mr. George Meredith has been unburdening hime
self, Iyrically, in honor of Trafalgar Day. It cannot
be sald that the result Is caleulated to touch men's
hearts with the emotlon that should belong te the
occaslon, especially in a poetical celebration of M.
Here {8 one of the divisions:

He leads; we hear our S8eaman's call
in the roll of battles won;

For ho s Brituin’s Admiral
THl setting of her sun.

When Britain's life was In her ships,
He kept the sea as his own right;

And saved us from more fell eclipse
Than drops on day from blackest night

Agaln his battle spat the Aume!
galn his victory Aug men saw!
At sound of Nelson's chieftaln name,
A deeper breath did Freedem draw,

This may be thrilling, but we do not feel the
thrill, Why will Mr. Mcredith write verse, apy-
wiay? There be those who say that his “Modern
Love™ Is a masterpiece, there be others who yearn
over “Jump-to-Glory Jane,” but we have never
been able to discern the causes of thelr enthusiosm,

An amusing chapter of lterary history might be
written on the difficulties of novellsts over the
titles of thelr books. No one s sure If he prints &
story In America under a title that seems to him
abgolutely original that some one won't turn out
to have used It alrendy In England, We recall
that Mr. Howelle not long ago had to publish &
bhook In England under a different title from that
which he kept for America, and now Misa Margaret
Sherwood, who was sald to be bringing out a novel
ealled “An Experiment in Egolsm," Is announced to
have rechristened i, before publication, “A Purl
tan RBohemia.” Lucas Malet had to go through the
same operation, the other day, and her new novel
“Carissima,"” comes out under that designation
only after having suffered the most puzzling trans-
formatlons. There ought to be a place of registry
somewhere to assist authors In finding out befors
they publish whether their titles have been antiel
pated or not. At the same time, we repeat, there
ought to be a chapter written with accounts of the
occaslons upon which these changes have involved
serlous complications or comical developments,

“Bradley: His Book' once more bcbs up serenely.
Its shape has been changed, and #o far as its text
goes, there has been a change also, There Is none
of Mr. Bradley's unutterable romancing in this
number: but nevertheless it Is odd. No one, appar-
ently, can write for a poster perlodical nowa-
days without becoming In some way ridiculous
George W. Cable contributes the opening paper to
this issue of “Bradley: His Book.” Mr, Cable has
committed some sins of medlocrity before, but rare-
1y has he been 8o platitudinous as in this exordlum:
“In & man of any real mind, two things there are
for which only unfamillarity ever breeds contempt;
two things that are never rightly loved in vain, and
only bondage to which can beget satiety; good
books. green woods.” Wonderful! wonderful! Now
we know that two and two make four.

Mr. James Bryce's “Impressions of South Africa”
will soon be published by the Century Company.
Readers who have supposed that this work would
contain only the papers already published in the
magazine will be glad to know that elght new
chapters have been added, We assume that they
will be glad, for Mr. Bryce's account of the Trans
vaal is one of the best published during these last
few months, so full of Bouth African information
and misinformation. In “Harper's,” by the wal,
Poultney Bigelow (s begirning o good series
papers on this Important subject.

There Is to be a new edition of Macaulay's works
with 8ir George Trevelyan's blography Included 18
the set of ten volumes. The editor Is not an*
nounced, as yet, but presumably 8ir George Tre
velyan himselt will take charge of the work.
There will be no lllustrations.

pefore his death that William
Morris sald to & friend, *'1 have enjoyed my life=
few men more 80" When he was talked to cob=
cerning the peril of such a 'life of 1nulhe"mll u:
slon as his he laughed at the talker. - e
Gladstone,” he would say: “look at those wise ol
your chancellors and your judges. Don’t M“
all the longer for work? It ls rust that kills
t work." |

“;m con sentration was marvellous. “The w:
Gudrun,” which many of his readers delight In

In the

his most beautiful poem, Was practically
morning till 4 In the afternoon, and when he

It was not long

at & sitting, He worked at It from 4 o'clock

h from the table he hud written 750 lines.

Mr. Crawford’s “Taquisara® has just -wu‘"::
two Inviting volumes. The story starts well,
has this much, at least, to engage l:-l' ml:"
thies on the first page—it Is an :
Suurﬂumnelwthm“.

Crawford has won his greenest |




